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AD VERTISEME Nx. 


Th E firſt hint of this performance was ſuggeſted 
by Doctor Pzrcy's ingenious Eſſay on the Engliſh 
Minſtrels, prefixed to his firſt volume of RELiques 


oF. ANCIENT EnNGLIisH POETRY. 


My deſign was, to trace the progreſs of a Poetical 
Genius, born in a rude and illiterate age, from the 
| firſt dawnings of fancy and reaſon, *till that period at 
which he may be ſuppoſed capable of ſupporting the 

character of A MinsTREL, that is, of an itinerant 
poet and muſician ;—a character which, according to 
the notions of our forefathers, was not only reſpectable, 
but ſacred. A poetical illuſtration of ſuch a ſubjec 
ſeemed to promiſe variety of amuſement, and even 
| ſome topics of inſtruction both moral and philoſophical. 
Perhaps I miſtook it, as well as my own abilities : 


a however, in making a trial there could not be much 


harm, 


\ 


3 
harm. My Friends are pleaſed with what I hav done; 
but, as they cannot entirely acquit themſelves of par- 
tiality, adviſe me to lay a ſpecimen before the Public. 


The purſuits and amuſements of THE Minsrg21's 
childhood and early youth are deſcribed in this Firſt 
Book; which, if the title were altered, and a few 
phraſes ſtruck out that refer to a ſequel, might per- 
haps be coafidered as a ſort of whole by itſelf. The 


incidents that qualify him for his profeſſion, and de- 


termine him to enter upon it, will furniſh materials 
for the Books that are to follow, If this be honoured 
with the public approbation, I ſhall think it has merit 
ſufficient to juſtify my beſtowing ſome time in finiſh- 
ing what remains, which is already in great forward- 
neſs. Should it be unſucceſsful, I will, with no great 
concern, relinquiſh a ſcheme, which cannot be com- 
pleted without ſuch an expence of time and thought 
as a perſon in my way of life cannot eafily ſpare. If, 
as the critics tell us, the chief end of poetry is to 

| pleaſe, 


( vi] 
pleaſe, ſurely the man, who writes verſes with ſome 


inconvenience to himſelf, and without any pleaſure to 


the public, ſpends his time to very little purpoſe. 


I have endeaygured to imitate SPENSER, not in his 
allegory, or antiquated dialect, which, though grace- 
ful in him, appear ſometimes aukward in modern 
writers, but in the meaſure and harmony of his verſe, 
and in the ſimplicity and variety of his compoſition. 
All antiquated expreſſions I have ſtudiouſly avoided 
admitting however fone old words, where they ſeem- 
ed peculiarly ſuitable to the ſubject: but I hope none 
will be found that are now obſolete, or in any degree 
unintelligible to 2 reader of Engliſh poetry. 

To thoſe who may be diſpoſed to aſk, what could 
induce me to write in ſo difficult a meaſure, I can only 
anſwer, that it pleaſes my a and ſeems, from its 
Gothic ſtructure and original, to bear ſome relation 


to the ſubje& and ſpirit of the poem. It admits 
both 


== 1 
both ſimplicity and magnificence of found and 
language, beyond any other ftanza that I am ac- 
quainted with. It allows the ſententiouſneſs of the 
couplet, and ſomething too of the diverſified cadence 
and complicated modulation of blank verſe. What 


ſome of our critics have remarked, of its uniformity 


growing at laſt tireſome to the ear, will be found to 
hold true, only when the Poetry is faulty in other 
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MIN STR E L; 


OR, THE 
PROGRESS OF GENIUS. 


I. 


An who can tell how hard it is to climb 
The ſteep where Fame's proud temple ſhines afar | 
Ah! who can tell how, many a foul fyblime 
Hath felt the influeſies of maligne: ſtar, 

And waged with F ortugPan erna! war! 

Check dy the ſcoff ade, by Envy's frown, 
And Poverty's unconquerable bar, 

In life's low vale remote hath piggd + alone 


Then dropt into the i unpitied and unknown ? 
B 


II. 
And yet, the languor of inglorious days 
Not equally oppreſſive is to all, 
Him, who ne'er liſten'd to the voice of _ 
The Hebe of deglect can neer appal. * 
There are, who, deaf to mad Ambition's call, 
Would ſhrink to hear th obſtreperous W of Fame; 
r bleſt, if to their 2 25 fall” 
| Health, competence, 2. Pede Yet higher aim 


Had Hx, whoſe ſimple tale theſe artleſs lines proclaim. 


UI. 
This mpient age diſelaims all dlaflic lore ; | © 
Elſe I ſhould here in cunhing phraſe diſplay, 
How fough Tur Mivsrzz: fared in days of yore, 
Right glad of heart, Goal, H6mely in array ; I 
; ring locke an Ee Sey: 


His harp, the fole companion of his way, 
Which to thegyhiftling wind d reſponſive rung 


And ever as he went ſome merry tay he ſung. 


11711 
IV. 

Fret not yourſelves, ye filken ſons of pride, 

That a poor Wanderer ſtiould inſpire my ſtrain. 

The Muſes fortune's fickle ſmile deride, | 

Nor ever bow the knee in Mammon's fane ; 

For their delights are with the village- train. 

Whom Nature's laws engage, and Nature's charms: 

They hate the ſenſual, and ſeorn the vain; 5 

The Beranke their infaliite fiever rms 
Nor him whoſe fordid foul the love of wealth alarms. 


v. 
Though richeſt hues the peacock's plumes adorn, 
Yet horror ſcreams from his diſcordant throat. ty 
Riſe, ſons of harmony, and hail de Norm. 


While ping" ruſſet AG... float; 
Or ſeek at noon the \ woodland ſcene remote, 


Where je grey w carol from the hill, 
O let them n&er with artificial note, 


To pleaſe a tyrant, ſtrain che little bil, [will 
But ſing uhat heaveft inf pires, and wander where they 
B 2 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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VI. 
Liberal, not laviſh, is kind Nature's hand 
Nor was perfection made for man below. 


. Yet all her ſchemes with niceſt art are plann'd, 


Good counteracting ill, and gladneſs wo. 
With gold and gems if Chilian mountains glow, 
If bleak- and barren Scotia's hills ariſe; 
There, plague and poiſon, luſt and rapine grow 
Here peaceful are the vales, and pure the ſkies, 


And freedom fires the ſoul, and ſparkles in the eyes. 


VII. 


Then grieve not, thou to whom th' indulgent Muſe 


Vouchſafes a portion of celeſtial fire; 
Nor blame 4 partial rr a if f refuſe 


Know thine own mo £0, an , vexgnce the lyre. 

Wilt eu debaſe the ch. God refim d? 
1 I 

No; let thy — he ſoul to heaven * 


To fancy, freedom, man reſign d; 


 Ambition's 1 crew for over ett behind, 


5 
VIII. 


Canſt thou forego the pure ethereal ſoul 


In each ſine ſenſe ſo exquiſitely keen, 

On the dull couch of Luxury to loll, 

Stung with diſeaſe, and ſtupeſied with ſpleen; 
Fain to implore the aid of Flattery's ſcreen, 
Even from thyſelf thy loathſome heart to hide, 
(The manſion then no more of joy ſerene), 
Where fear, diſtruſt, malevolence, abide, 


And impotent defire, and diſappointed pride? 


Ix. 
O how canſt thou renounce the boundleſs ſtore 
Of charms which Nature to her votary yields! 
The warbling woodland, the reſounding ſhore, 
The pomp of "I, garniture of de: 5 
All that the genial ray of morning gilds, 


And all that echoes tajflgyfong of even, 


All that the mountain's ſheltering boſom ſhields, 


And all the dread magnificence of heaven, 
O O how canſt thou renounce, and hope to be forgiven! 


L 4 1 
X. 
Theſe charms ſhall work thy ſoul's eternal health, 
And love, and gentleneſs, and joy, impart. 


But theſe thou muſt renounce, if luſt of wealth 

E'er wit its way to thy corrupted heart; 

For, ah! it poiſons like a ſcorpion's dart 3 

Prompting th* ungenerous wiſh, the ſelfiſh ſcheme, 

The ftern reſolve unmoved by pity's ſmart, 

The troublous day, and long diſtreſsful dream.— 
Return, my roving Muſe, reſume thy purpoſed theme. 


xl. 
There lived in Gothic days, as legends tell, 
A ſhepherd-fwain, a man of low degree; 
Whoſe fires, perchance, in Fairyland might dwell, 
Sicilian Froves, or-yales:of - Arcady ; 
But he, I een, was of | the north countric e:; 
A nation famed for ſggiſyand beauty's charms; 
Zealoina, yet modeſt ; innocent, though free; 
Patient of til; ſerene amidft alarms: | 
Infleible? in faith; invincible in arms, 


There is hardly an ancient ballad, or romance,. wherein a Minſtrel or 
Harper appears, but he is charaQtriſed, by way of eminence, to have been 


« Or THE NORTH COUNTRIE.” It is probable, that under this appellation 
were formerly comprebended all the provinces of the Trent. 


* See PzRCY's Ecnay oN THz ENGLisn MINSTABLS» 
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XII. 

The ſhepherd-ſwain of whom I mention made, 

On Scotia's mountains fed his little flock ; 

The fickle, ſcythe, or plough, he never ſway'd ; 

An honeſt heart was almoſt all his ſtock ; 

His drink the living water from the rock : 

The milky dams ſupplied his board, and lent 

Their kindly fleece to baffle winter's ſhock ; 

And he, though oft with duſt and ſweat beſprent, 
Did guide and guard their wanderings, whereſo er they 


[went, 
XIII. 


From labour health, from health contentmentſprings. 
Contentment opes the ſource of every joy. 

He envied not, he never thought of kings; 
Nor from thoſe appetites ſuſtain'd annoy, 
Which chance may fruſtrate, or indulgence cloy 
Nor Fate his calm and humble hopes beguiled; 


He mourn'd no recreant friend, nor miſtreſs coy, 
For on his vows the blameleſs Phebe ſmiled, 
And her alone he loved, and loved her from a child. 


16 1 
XIV. 
No jealouſy their dawn of love o'ercaſt, 

Nor blaſted were their wedded days with Arife z 
Each ſeaſon look'd delightful, as it paſt, 
To the fond huſband, and the faithful wife. 
Beyond the lowly vale of ſhepherd life 
They never roam'd; ſecure beneath the ſtorm 
Which in Ambition's lofty land is rife, 
Where peace and love are canker'd by the worm 

Of pride, each bud of joy induſtrious to deform, 


XV, 

The wight whoſe tale theſe artleſs lines unfold, 

Was all the offspring of this fimple pair, 

His birth no oracle or ſeer foretold ; 

No prodigy appear'd in earth or air, 

Nor aught that might a ſtrange event declare. 

You gueſs each circumſtance of Epwin's birth; 
The parent's tranſport, and the parept's care; 

The goſlip's prayer for wealth, and wit, ind worth ; 


And one long ſummer-day of indolence and mirth. - 


r 
XVI. 


And yet poor Edwin was no vulgar boy; 
Deep thought oft ſeem'd to fix his infant eye. 

Dainties he heeded not, nor gaude, nor toy, 

Save one ſhort pipe of rudeſt minſtrelſy. 

Silent when glad; affectionate, though ſhy ; 

And now his look was moſt demurely fad, 

And now he laugh'd aloud, yet none knew why. 
The neighbours ſtared and ſigh'd, yetbleſs'd the lad: 
Some deem'd him wondrous wiſe, and ſome believed 


| [him mad, 
XVII. 


But why ſhould 1 his childiſh feats diſplay ? | 

Concourſe, and noiſe; and toil, he ever fled ; 

Nor cared to mingle in the clamorous fray 

Of ſquabbling imps; but to the foreſt ſped, 

Or roam'd at large the lonely mountain's head; 
Or, where the maze of ſame bewilder'd ſtream 

To deep untrodden groves his footſteps led, 

There ad he wander wild, till Phebus' beam, 


Shot from the weſtern cliff, releaſed the weary team. 


— — ¶ ͤ— — — — — — - — — =o - 
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XVIII. 
Th exploit of ſtrength, dexterity, or ſpeed, 
To him nor vanity nor joy could bring. 
His heart, from cruel ſport eſtranged, would bleed 
To work the wo of any living thing, 


By trap, or net; by arrow, or by fling ; 
Theſe he deteſted, thoſe he ſcorn'd to wield : 
He wiſh'd to be the guardian, not the king, 
Tyrant far leſs, or traitor of the field. 


And ſure the ſylvan reign unbloody joy might yield. 


SE XIX. 

Lo | where the ftripling, wrapt in wonder, roves 
Beneath the precipice o erhung with pine , 
And Joes, on high, amidft th' encircling groves, 
From cliff to cliff the foaming torrents ſhine : 
While waters, woods, and winds, in concert join, 
And Echo ſwells the chorus to the ſkies. 

Would Edwin this majeſtic ſcene reſign 

For aught the huntſman's puny craft ſupplies ? 


Ah! no: he better knows great Nature scharms to prize. 


L 11 J 
And oft he traced the uplands, to ſurvey, 
When ofer the ſky advanced the kindling dawn, 


The orimſon cloud, blue main, and mountain grey, 
And lake, dim-gleaming on the ſmoky lawn ; 
Far to the weſt the long long vale withdrawn, 


Where twilight loves to linger for a while ; 
And now he faintly kens the bounding fawn, 
And villager abroad at early toil. [ ſmile, 


But, lo! the ſun appears ! and heaven, earth, ocean, 


XXI. 
And oft the craggy cliff he loved to climb, 
When all in miſt the world below was loſt. 
What dreadful pleaſure! there to ſtand ſublime, 
Like ſhipnreck'd mariner on deſert coaſt, 
And. view th' enormous waſte of vapour, toft 
In billows, lengthening to th horizon round, 
Now ſcoop'd.in gulfs, with mountains nowemboſs'd! 
And hear the voice of mirth and ſong rebound, | 
Flocke, herds, and waterfalls, along the hoar profound! 


ow, 
XXII. 

In truth he was a ſtrange and wayward wight, 
Fond of each gentle, and each dreadful ſcene. 
In darkneſs, and in ſtorm, he found delight: 
Nor leſs, than when * ocean- wave ſerene 
The ſouthern ſun diffuſed his dazzling ſhene, 
Even fad viciflitude amuſed his ſoul : 
And if a ſigh would ſometimes intervene, 
And down his cheek a tear of pity roll, 

A figh, a tear, ſo ſweet, he wiſh'd not to control. 


XXIII. 
« O ye wild groves, O where is now your bloom l. 


| (The Muſe interprets thus his tender thought. ) 


6 Your flowers, your verdure, and your balmygloom, 


Of late ſo grateful in the hour of drought ! | 
« Why do the birds, that ſong and rapture brought 


To all your bowers, their manſions now forſake ? 


« Ah! why hath fickle chance this ruin wrought ? 


« Fornowtheſtorm howls mournful thro'the brake, 
And the dead foliage flies in many a ſhapeleſs flake, 
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XXIV. 
« Where now the rill, melodious, pure, and cool, 
« And meads, with life, and mirth, and beauty, crown'd! 
« Ah! ſee, th' unſightly ſlime, and ſluggiſh pool, 
« Have all the ſolitary vale imbrown'd ; 
« Fledeach fair form, and mute each melting ſound. 
« The raven croaks forlorn on naked ſpray : 
« And, hark! the river, burſting every mound, 
« Down the vale thunders; and, with waſteful ſway, 
% Uproots the grove, and rolls the ſhatter'd rocks away. 


XXV. 

« Yet ſuch the deſtiny of all on earth: 

« So flouriſhes and fades majeſtic man. 

« Fair is the bud his vernal morn brings forth, 

And foſtering gales a while the nurſling fan. 

« O ſmile, ye heavens, ſerene ; ye Anbei wön 

< Ye blighting whirlwinds, ſpare his balmy prime, 

« Nor leſſen of his life the little ſpan. 1 
cc Borne on the ſwift, though ſilent, wings of Time, 


« Old- age comes on apace to ravage all the clime. 


( 14 ] 
XXVI. 

And be it ſo. Let thoſe deplore their doom, 
„ Whoſe hope fill grovels in this dark ſojourn. 
« But lofty fouls, who look beyond the tomb, 
ce Can ſmile at Fate, and wonder how they mourn. 


« Shall ſpring to theſe ſad ſcenes no more return ? 
_ « Is yonder wave the ſun's eternal bedꝰ — 
« Soon ſhall the orient with new luſtre burn, 
.. « And ſpring ſhall ſoon her vital influence ſhed, 
Again attune the grove, again adorn the mead,  * 


XXVII. 
« Shall I be left abandon'd in the duſt, | 
« When Fate, relenting, lets the flower revive ? 


« Shall Nature's voice, to man alone unjuſt, 
« Bid him, though doom'd to periſh, hope to live ? 
« Is it for this fair Virtue oft muſt ftrive 


« With diſappointment, penury, and paih ?— 

« No: Heaven's immortal ſpring ſhall yet arrive; 

«-Aidmun'smajeflicheanty blocinagain,: [reign.” 
« Bright through th'eternal year of Love's triumphant / 


L 93-3 

XX VIII. 
This truth ſublime his fimple fire had taught. 
In ſooth, *twas almoſt all the ſhepherd knew. 


No ſubtle nor ſuperfluous lore he ſought, : 
Nor ever wiſh hie Edwin to purſue. - - 
« Let man's own ſphere (quoth he) confine his view, 
« Be man's peculiar work his ſole delight.” 
And much, and oft, he warn'd him, to eſchew 
Falſchood und guile, and aye maintain the right, 
By pleaſure unſeduced, unawed by lawleſs might. 


XXIX. 
“And, from the prayer of Want, and plaint of Wo, 
O never, never turn away thine ear. 0 
4 Forlorn, in this bleak wilderneſs below, 
« Ahl what were man; ſhould Heaven refuſe to hear 
« To others do (the law is not ſevere) 
ec What to thyſelf thou wiſheſt to be done. 
« F orgive thy foes; and love thy parents dear, 
And friends, and native land nor thoſe alone; 
All kitnianweal and wo'learn thou to make thine own,” 


16 J 
XXX. 
See, in the rear of the warm ſunny ſhower, 
The viſionary boy from ſhelter fly | © 
For now the ſtorm of ſummer-rain is o'er, 
And cool, and freſh, and fragrant, is the ſy,” 
And, lo! in the dark eaft, expanded high, 
The rainbow brightens to the ſetting ſun 
Fond fool, that deem'ſt the ſtreaming glory nigh, 
Elos win the chace-thine artour has begun'l - 
*Tis fled afar, ere half thy purpoſed race be run. 


XXXI. 
Yet couldſt thou learn, that thus it fares with age, 


When pleaſure, wealth, or power, the boſom warm, 
This baffled hope might tame thy manhood's rage, 
1 And Diſappointment of her ſting diſarm.— 


But why ſhould foreſight thy fond heart alarm? 
Periſh the lore that deadens young deſire! : 


q Purſue, poor imp, th imaginary charm, 
| BD Indulge gay Hope, and Fancy's pleafing fire: 
| f Fancy and Hope too ſoon ſhall of themſelves expire. 


. 
XXXII. 


When the long-ſounding curfew from afar, 
Loaded with loud lament the longly gale, 
Young Edwin, lighted by the evening ſtar,, 
Lingering and liſtening, wander'd down the vale. 
There woutd he dream of graves, and corſes pale 
And ghoſts, that to the charnel-dungeon throng, 
And drag a length of clanking chain, and wail, : 
Till filenced by the owl's terrific ſong, 

Or blaſt that ſhrieks by fits the ſhuddering iſles along, 


XXXIII. 
Or, when the ſetting moon, in crimſon dyed, 
Hung o'er. the dark and melancholy deep, 
To haunted ſtream, remote from man, he hied, 
Where Fays of yore their revels wont to keep; 
And there let Fancy roam at large, till ſleep 
A viſion brought to his intranced fight. 
And firſt, a wildly- murmuring wind *gan creep 


Shrill to his ringing ear; then tapers bright, 


With inſtantaneous gleam, illumed the vaultof Night. 
| C 


(30:3 
_ 
Anon in view a portal's blazon'd arch 
Aroſe ; the trumpet bids the valves unfold ; 
And forth an hoſt of little warriors march, 
Graſping the diamond lance, and targe of gold. 


Their look was gentle, their demeanour bold, 


And green their helms, and green their filk attire ; 


And here and there, right venerably old, 
The long-robed minſtrels wake the warbling wire, : 


And ſome with mellow breath the martial pipe inſpire. 


XXXV. 
With merriment, and ſong, and timbrels clear, 
A troop of dames from myrtle bowers advance; 


The little warriors doff the targe and ſpear, 
And loud enlivening ſtrains provoke the dance. 


They meet, they dart away, they wheel aſkance; 
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To right, to left, they thrid the flying maze; 

Now bound aloft with vigorous ſpring, then glance 

Rapid along: with many-colour'd rays 
Of tapers, gems, and gold, the echoing foreſts blaze. 
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XXXVI. 
The dream is fled. Proud harbinger of day, 
Who ſcaredſt the viſion with thy clarion ſheill, 
Fell chanticleer ! who oft haſt reft away 
My fancied good, and brought ſubſtantial ill ! 
O to thy curſed ſcream, diſcordant ſtill, 
Let Harmony aye ſhut her gentle ear: 
Thy boaſtful mirth let jealous rivals ſpill, 


| Inſult thy creſt, and gloſſy pinions tear, 
And ever in thy dreams the ruthleſs fox appear, 


XXX VII. 
Forbear, my Muſe, Let Love attune thy line, 
Revoke the ſpell, Thine Edwin frets not ſo. 
For how ſhould he at wicked chance repine, 


Who feels from every change amuſement flow? 


Even now his eyes with ſmiles of rapture glow, 
As on he wanders through the ſcenes of marn, 
Where the freſh flowers in living luſtre blow, 

Where thouſand pearls the dewy lawns adorn, 


A thouſand notes of joy in every breeze are born. 


C 2 
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XXXVIII. 
But who the melodies of morn can tell? 
The wild brook babbling down the mountain- fide; 
The lowing herd the ſheepfold's ſimple bell; 
The pipe of early ſhepherd dim deſcried 
In the lone valley; echoing far and wide 
The clamorous horn along the cliffs above ; 
The hollow murmur of the ocean-tide; | 
The hum of bees, and linnet's lay of love, 
And the full choir that wakes the univerſal grove. | 


XXXIX. 
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The cattage-curs at early pilgrim bark ; 


Crown'd with her pail the tripping milkmaid fings ; 
The whiſtling plowman Ralks afield ; and, hark 


7 


Down the rough flope the panderous waggon rings; 
Through ruſtling corn the hare aftoniſh'd ſprings; 
Slow tolls the village-clock the drowſy hour; 


The partridge burſts away on whirring wings; 
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Deep mourns the turtle in ſequeſter'd bower, 


And ſhrill lark carols clear from her aereal tour. 


XL. 
O Nature, how in every charm ſupreme | 


Whoſe votaries feaſt ori raptures ever new | 

O for the voice and fire of feraphim, 

To ſing thy glories with devotion due 

Bleft be the day I ſcap'd the wrangling crew, 
From Pyrrho's maze, and Epicurus' ity ; 

And held high converſe with the godlike few, 
Who to th' enraptured heart, and ear, and eye, 
Teach beauty, virtue, truth, and Jove, and melody, 


XLI. 
Hence ! ye, who ſnare and ſtupefy the mind, 
Sophiſts, of beauty, virtue, joy, the bane! 
| Greedy and fell, though impotent and blind, 
Who ſpread your filthy nets in Truth's fair fane, 
And ever ply your venom'd fangs amain | | 
Hence to dark Error's den, whoſe rankling lime 
Firſt gave you form |! hence! leſt the Muſe ſhould tein 
(Though loth on theme ſo mean to waſte a age), 


With vengeance to purſue your ſacrilegious crime, 


[ 2 ] 


XIII. 
But hail, ye mighty maſters of the lay, 
Nature's: true ſons the friends of man and truth 
Whoſe ſong, fablimely ſweet, ſerenely gay, 
Amuſed my childhood, and inform'd my youth. 
O let your ſpirit ſtill my boſom ſooth, 
Inſpire my dreams, and my wild wanderings guide. 
Your voice each rugged path of life can ſmooth; 


For well IJ Know, Where ever ye reſide, 


There harmony, and peace, and innocence, abide. 


XLIII. 
Ah mel Abandon'd on the loneſome plain, 
As yet poor Edwin never knew your lore, 
Save hen againſt the winter's drenching rain, 


And driving ſnow, the cottage ſhut the door. 


Then, as inſtructed by tradition hoar, 


Her legends when the Beldam gan impart, 
Or echant the old heroic ditty Oer, 
Wonder and joy ran thrilling to his heart; 
Much he the tale admired, but more the tuneful art. 
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Various and ſtrange was the long · winded tale: 
And halls, and knights, andffeats of arms, diſplay id; 
Or merry ſwains, who quaff the nut- brown ale, 
And ſing, enamour'd of the nut · brown maid: 
The moonlight-revel of the fairy glade; 
Or hags, that ſuckle an inſernal brood, 
And ply in caves th unutterable trade *, 
Midſt fiends and ſpectres, quenchthe moon in hlood, 
Yell in the midnight ſtorm, or ride th' infuꝛiate ſlood. 


XL. 
But when to horror his amazement rqſe, 
A gentler ſtrain the Beldam would rshearſe, 
A tale of rural life, a tale gf woes, 
The orphan- babes, and guardian wungle-fjerce. 
O cruel | will no pang of pity pierce 
That heart by luſt of, lucze.ſcar'd to figne ! 
For ſure, if aught of virtue laſt, or: verſe, 
To lateſt times ſhall tender ſouls bemoan 
| Thoſe helpleſs. orphan- babes. h) thy dell. arts ande. 


.* AlluGon to ANA. 


Macgrn. How now, ye ſecret, black, and midnight hags, 
What is t you do ? | . 
. WiTcuks. A deed wiTHOUT A NAME Maerzru. Act 4. Scene . 
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Behold, with betries ſmear'd, with brambles torn *, 
The babes now famiſh'd lay them down to die, 
Midſt the wild howl of darkſome woods forlorn, 
Folded in one another's arms they lie; 
Nor friend, nor ſtranger, hears their dying cry: 
« For from the town the man returns no more.” 
But thou, who Heaven's juſt vengeance dareſt defy, 
This deed with fruitleſs tears ſhalt ſoon deplore, 
When Death lays waſte thy houſe, and flames conſume 


[thy ſtore. 
XLVII. 


A ſtifled ſmile of ſtern vindictive joy 
Brighten'd one moment Edvin's ſtarting tear.— 
« But hy ſhould gold man's feeble mind decoy, 
And Innocence thus die by doom ſevere ?” 
O Edwin, while thy heart is yet ſincere; 
- THY aſſaults of diſcontent and doubt repel : 


Dark even at noontide is our mortal ſphere ; 


But let us hope. to doubt, is to rebel, — 
Let us exult in hope, that all ſhall yet be well. 


See the ſine old ballad, called, THz CHILDREN 1 THE WOoD. 


L 23 1 
XLVIII. 


Nor be thy generous indignation check'd; 

Nor check'd the tender tear to Miſery given; 
From Guilt's contagious power ſhall that protect, 
This ſoften and refine the ſoul for heaven. 

But dreadful is their doom, hom doubt hath driven 
To cenſure Fate, and pious hope forego : 

Like yonder blaſted boughs by lightning riven, 
Perfection, beauty, life, they never know, 


But frown on all that paſs, a monument of wo. 


| XLIX. 
Shall he, whoſe birth, maturity, and age, 
Scarce fill the circle of one ſummer-day, 
Shall the poor gnat with diſcontent and rage 
Exclaim, that Nature haſtens to decay, 
If but a cloud obſtruct the ſolar ray, 
If but a momentary ſhower deſcend ! 
Or ſhall frail man Heaven's dread decree gainſay, 
| Which bade the ſeries of events extend | 
Wide throughunnumber'd worlds, and ages without end! 


* 
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One part, one little part, we dimly ſcan 
Through the dark medium of life's ſeveriſu dream; 
Yet dare arraign the whole ſtupendous plan, 
If but that little part incongruous ſeem. 
Nor is that part perhaps what mortals deem z 
Ofc fram apparent ill our bleflings lle. 
O-then renounce that impious ſelf-eſteem, 
That aims to trace the ſecrets of the ſkies : 
For thou art but of duſt ; be humble, and be yviſe. 


LI. 

Thus Heaven enlarged his ſoul in riper years. 
For Nature gave him ſtrength, and: ſire, to ſoar, 
On Faney's wing. above this vale of tears; 
Where dark cold-hearted ſceptics, creeping, pore 
Through miĩcroſeope af metaphyſic lore: 

And much they grope ſor truth, but never hit. 

For thy? their powers, inadequate before, 

This art preꝑoſterous renders moe unſit; 
Letdeemtheydarkneſa light, and theituain hlunders wit. 
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Nor was this ancient dame a foe to mirth. 
Her ballad, jeſt, and riddle's quaint device 
Oft chear d the ſhepherds round their ſocial hearth 
Whom levity or ſpleen could ne'er entice 
To purchaſe chat or laughter at the price 
Of decency. Nor let it faith exceed, 
That Nature forms a ruſtic tafte ſo nice. — 
Ah! had they been of court or city breed, 
Suck delicacy were right marvellous.indeod. 


LHI. 
Oft when the winter-ſtorm had ceas'd to rave, 


He roam'd the ſnowy waſte at even, to view, 
The cloud ſtupendous, from th' Atlantic wave 
High-towering, ſail along th' horizon blue: 
Where midſt the changeful ſcenery ever new 
Fancy a thouſand wondrous forms deſcries 

More wildly great than ever pencil drew, 

Rocks, torrents, gulfs, and ſhapes of giant ſize, 

| And glittering cliffs on cliffs, and fiery ramparts riſe. 
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Thence muſing onward to the ſounding ſhore, 
The lone enthuſiaſt oft would take his way, 

_ Liſtening with pleaſing dread to the deep roar 
Of the wide-weltering waves, In black array 
When ſulphurous clouds roll'd on the vernal day, 
Even then he haſten'd from the haunt of man, 

Along the darkening wilderneſs to ſtray, 
What time the lightning's fierce career began, 


And o'er heaven's rending arch the rattling thunder ran. 


LV. 
Reſponſive to the ſprightly pipe when all 
In ſprightly dance the village-youth were join'd, | 
Edvin;: of melody aye held in thrall, 
F rom the rude gambol far remote dined, | 
Sooth'd with the ſoft notes warbling in the wind. 
Ah then, all jollity ſeem'd noiſe and folly, 
To the pure ſoul by Fancy's fire refined 
Ah what is mirth, but Welse unholy, 


When with the charm compared of heavenly melancholy !. 
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Is there a heart that muſic cannot melt ? 

Ah me ! how is that rugged heart forlorn | 

Is there, who ne'er thoſe myſtic trauſports felt 

Of ſolitude and melancholy born ? 

He needs not woo the Muſe; he is her ſcorn. 
The ſophiſt's rope of cobweb he ſhall twine; 
Mope o'er the Sas peeviſh page; or mourn, 
And delve for life, in Mammon's dirty mine; 


Sneak withthe ſcoundrel fox,or grunt with glutton ſwine. 


LVII. 
For Edwin Fate a nobler doom had plann'd |; 
Song * his e and firſt purſuit. 
The wild harp rang to his adventurous hand, 
And languiſh'd to his breath the plaintive flute, 
His infant muſe, though artleſs, was not mute: 
Of elegance as yet he took no care; 
For this of time and culture is the fruit; 
And Edwin gain'd at laſt this fruit ſo rare: 


As in ſome future verſe I purpoſe to declare. 
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LVIII. 
Meanwhile, whate'er of beautiful, or new, 
Sublime, or dreadful, in earth, fea, or ſky, 
By chance, or ſearch, was offer'd to his view, 
He frann'd with curious and romantic eye. 
Whate'er of lore tradition could ſupply 
From Gothic tale, or ſong, or fable old, 
Rous'd him, ſtill keen to liſten and to pry. 
At laſt, though long by penury control'd, 

And ſolitude, his ſoul bs graces *gan unfold, 


LIX. 
Thus on the chill Lapponian's dreary land, 
For many a long month loſt in ſnow profound, 
When Sal from Cancer ſends the ſeaſon bland, 
And in their northern cave the ſtorms hath bound; 
From ſilent mountains, ſtraight, with ſtartling ſound, 
Torrents are hurl'd ; green hills emerge; and lo, 
The weak with foliage,cliffs with flowers are crown'd; 
Pure rills through vales of verdure warbling go; 


And wonder, love, and joy, the peaſant's heart overflow 9. 


Spring and Autumn are hardly known to the Laplanders, About the time 
the ſun enters Cancer, their fields, which a week before were covered with 
ſaow, appear on a ſudden full of graſs and flowers. 

WD! Scugrrer's f1sT. Of LAPLAND, p. 16, 


: LX. 

Here pauſe, my Gothic lyre, a little while. 

The leiſure hour is all that thou canſt claim. 

But if *** on this labour ſmile, 

New ſtrains ere long ſhall ne thy frame. 

And his applauſe to me is more than fame; 
For ſtill with truth accords his taſte refined. 

At lucre or renown let others aim, 


I only wiſh to pleaſe the gentle mind. 


WhomNature's charms inſpire,and love of humankind, 
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Or chance or change O let not man complain, 


THE SECOND BOOK. 


Elſe ſhall he never never ceaſe to wail : 

For, from th* imperial dome, to where the ſwain 
Rears the lone cottage in the filent dale, 

All feel th aſſault of fortune's fickle gale; 


Art, empire, earth itſelf, to change are doom'd ; 
Earthquakes have raiſed to heaven the humble vale, 
And gulphs the mountain's mighty maſs entomb'd, 
And where th' Atlantick rolls wide continents have 
D 2 _ [bloom'd *. 
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But ſure to foreign climes we need not range, 
COP IT PEI fp rs: | 
To learn the dire effects of time and change, 


Which in ourſelves, alas, we daily trace. 

. Yet at the darken'd eye, the wither'd face, 
Or hoary hair, I never vill repine: 
But ſpare, O Time, whateꝰ er of mental grace, 


Of candour, love, or ſympathy divine, 


Whate'er of fancy's ray, or friendſhip's flame is mine. 


III. 

So I, obſequious to Truth's dread command, 

ö Shall here without reluctance change my lay, 
And ſmite the Gothick lyre with harſher hand; 
Now when I leave that flowery path for aye 
Of childhood, where I ſported many a day, 
Warbling and ſauntering carelefly along; 

Where every face was innocent and gay, 


Each vale romantick, tuneful every tongue, 
Sweet, wild, and artleſs all, as Edwin's infant ſong. 


60 
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IV. 


« Periſh the lote that deadens young defite 

Is the ſoft tenor of my ſong no more. 

Edwin, though loved of heaven, muſt not aſpire 
To ifs; nch mortuals never knew before 

On uemnbllag wings ler yvuthful; fanoy ſbr, 
Nor always haunt the ſunny realms' of joy; 

But now and then the ſhades of life explore; 
Though many a ſound and ſight of woe annoy, 
And many a qualm of care his riſing hopes deſtroy. 


_— 3 
Vigourefrom toil, ſrom trouble patience grows. 
The weakly bloſſom, warm in ſummer bower, 
Some ritits!of tranſient beauty may diſcloſe | 
But abt it withers in the chilling hour 
Mark yonder oaks ! Superiour to the power 
Of all the warring winds of heaven they riſe, 
And from the ſtormy promontory tower, 
And toſs their. giant arms amid the ſkies, 


' /While each „„ of ſtrength — 
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VI. 
And now the downy cheek and deepen'd voice 


Gave dignity to Edwin's blooming prime ; 

And walks of wider circuit were his choice, 

And vales more wild, and mountains more ſublime. 

One evening, as he framed the careleſs rhyme, 

It was his chance to wander far abroad, 

And oer a lonely eminence to climb, 

Which heretofore his foot had never trode ; 
42 below, a deep retired abode... 


vn. 

, Thither he hied, enamour'd of the ſeene: 
For rocks on rocks piled; as by magick ſpell, 
Here ſcoreh'd with lightaingithere with ivy green, 
Fenced from the north and eaſt this ſavage dell; 
Southward a mountain roſe vith eaſy fell, 
Whoſe long long groves eternal murmur made; 

And toward the weſtern fun a ſtreamlet fell, 
Where, through the cliffs; the eye, remote, ſirvey d 
Blue Mils, and glittering waves, and fries gold a ay 
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VIII. 
Along this narrow valley you might ſee 
The wild dir ſporting on the meadow ground, 
And, here and there, a ſolitary tree, 
Or moſſy ſtone, or rock with woodbine crown'd. 
Oft did the cliffs reverberate the found 
Of parted fragments tumbling from on high ; 
And from the ſummit of that abr mound 
The perching eagle oft was heard to cry, 
Or on reſounding wings to ſhoot athwart the ky. 


IX. 
One cultivated ſpot there was, that ſpread 
Its flowery boſom to the noonday beams 
Where many a roſe-bud rear its bluſhing head, 
And herbs for food with future plenty teem. 
Sooth'd by the lulling ſound of grove and ſtream 
Romantick viſions ſwarm on Edwin's ſoul : © 
He minded not the ſun's laſt trembling gleam, 
Nor heard from far the twilight curfew toll 
When ſlowly on his car theſe moving accents ſtole. 


L % 1 
« Hail, wxful ſcenes, that cale the troubled breaft 


And woo the weary to, profound repoſe, 
Can paſſion's wildeſt uproar lay to reft, 
And whiſper comfort to the man of woes ! | 
« Here Innocence may wander, ſafe Grom foes, | 
And Contemplation ſoar on ſeraph wings. 
 O Solitude, the man who thee foregoes, 
When lucre lures him, or ambition ſtings, 
* Shall never know the ſource whence real grandeur | 
(ſprings. 


XI. 

60 Vain man, is grandeur given to gay attire? 
Then let thę butterfly thy pride upbraid:— 
< To friends, attendants, armies, bought with hire? 
It is thy weakneſs that requires their aid :— 
* Fo, palaces, with gold and gems inlay'd ? 
6 They fear the thief, and tremble in the form, ;— 
« Tohofts, through.carnage Meere wade 7 
<« Behgld:the vigor vanquiſh'd by the worm! 

« Behold what rde af wor the locuſt can n Nu. 
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XII. 
« True dignity, is his, whoſe tranquil mind 
« Virtue, has raiſed-above the things below, 
1 Who, every hope and fear to heaven reſign'd, 
« Shrinks nat. though Fortune aimherdeadlieſt blow.” | 
—Thisftrainfrom midſt the rocks was heard to flow 
In ſolemn ſounds. Now beam'd the evening ſtar; 
And from embattled clouds emerging flow 
Cynthia came riding on her filver car ; 
And hoary mountaiĩn- cliffs ſhone faintly for afar. 


XIII. 
Soon did the ſolemn voice its theme renew; 
(While Edwin wrapt in wonder liſtening ſtood) 
<« Ye tools and toys of tyranny, adieu, 
_ « Seorn'd by the wiſe, and hated by the good! 
Ve only can engage the ſervile brood _ 
« Of Levity and Luft, who, all their days, 
« Aſhamed of truth and liberty, have wood. 
And hug'd the chain, that 1 — their gaze 
« Seems to outſhine the pompof heaven's empyreal blaze. 


* 
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XIV. 
Like them, abandon'd to Ambition's ſway, 


« ſought for glory in the paths of guile; 

« And fawn'd and ſmiled, to plunder and betray, 
' « Myſelf betray'd and plunder'd all the while; 

* So gnaw'd the viper the corroding file, 

But now with pangs of keen remorſe I rue 

<« Thoſe years of trouble and debaſement vile. — 

« Yet-why ſhould I this cruel theme purſue ! 


« F ly, fly, deteſted thoughts, for ever from my view. 


XV. 
The guſts of appetite, the clouds of care, 
And ſtorms of diſappointment, all o'erpaſt, 
« Henceforth no earthly hope with heaven ſhall ſhare 
« This heart, where peace ſerenely ſhines at laſt. 
« And if for me no treaſure be amaſs'd, 
« And if no future age ſhall hear my name, 
« I lurk the more ſecure from fortune's blaſt, 
« And with more leiſure feed this pious flame, 


« Whoſe rapture far tranſcends the faireſt hopes of fame. 


„ 
XVI. 


« The end and the reward of toil is reſt. 

« Be all my prayer for virtue and for peace. 

« Of wealth and fame, of pomp and power poſſeſs'd, 

«© Who ever felt his weight of woe decreaſe ! 

« Ah! what avails the lore of Rome and Greece, 

The lay heaven-prompted,and harmonious ſtring, 
. The duſt of Ophir, or the Tyrian fleece, 

« All that art, fortune, enterpriſe, can bring, 


« If envy, ſcorn, remorſe, or pride the boſom wring ! 


XVII. 


<« Let Vanity adorn the marble tomb 
“ Withtrophies, rhymes, and ſcutcheons of renown, 
In the deep dungeon of ſome Gothick dome, 


«© Where night and deſolation ever frown. 


« Mine be the breezy hull that ſkirts the down; — 


«© Where a green graſſy turf is all I crave, 
With here and there a violet beſtrown, 
«© Faſt by a brook, or fountain's murmuring wave; 


« And many an evening ſun ſhine ſweetly on my grave. 


ä 
XVIII. 

« And thither let the village ſain repair ; 
« And, light of heart, the village maiden gay, 
To deck with flowers her half-diſheveld hair, 
« And celebrate the merry morn of May. 
There let the ſhepherd's pipe the live-long day 
« Fill all the grove with love's bewitching wo; 
« And when mild Evening comes with mantle grey, 
Lt not the blooming band make haſte to go, 
No ghoſt nor ſpell my long and laſt abode ſhall know. 


XIX. 

« For though I fly to ſcape from Fortune's rage; 
«.. And bear the ſcars of envy, ſpite; and ſcorn, 
«Yet with mankind no horrid war T wage, ' 
« Yet-with' no impious ſpleen my breaſt is torn : 
« For virtue loſt, and ruinꝰd man, I mourn- 
« O Man, creation's pride; heaven's:darling child, 
« Whom nature's beſt divineſt gifts adorn,” 

« Why from thy Home are truth and joy exiled, 
« And all thy favourite haunts with blood and tears 
ce defiled ! 
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« Along yon glittering ſky what glory ſtreams 
«© What majefty attends night's lovely queen 
« Fair laugh our vallies in the vernal beams; 
ce And mountains riſe, and oceans roll between, 
« And all conſpire to beautify the ſcene. 
« But, in the mental world, what chaos drear ! 
« Whatformsof mournful, loathſome, furious mien! 
O when ſhall that Eternal Morn appear, 

« Theſe dreadful forms to chaſe, this chaos dark to 


[clear ! 
XXI. 


O Thou, at whoſe creative ſmile, yon heaven, 


In all the pomp of beauty, life, and light, 
« Roſe from th' abyſs; whendarkConfufion, driven 


* Down down the bottomleſs profound of night, 


e Fled, where he ever flies thy piercing fight ! 

SO glance on theſe ſad ſhades one pitying ray, 
Jo blaſt the fury of oppreſſive might, 

« Melt the hard heart to love and mercy*s ſway, 


And chear the wandering ſoul, and light him on the 


cc way,” 
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XXII. 


Silence enſued : and Edwin raiſed his eyes 


In tears, for grief lay heavy at his heart. 


And is it thus in courtly life” (he cries) 


cc 


« That man to man acts a betrayer's part 

« And dares he thus the gifts of heaven pervert, 
« Each ſocial inſtin&, and ſublime defire !— <- 
« Hail, Poverty! if honour, wealth, and art, 

<« Tf what the great purſue, and learn'd admire, 
Thus diſipate and quench the ſouls ethereal fire!“ 


XXIII. 


He ſaid, and turn'd away; nor did the Sage 
O'erhear, in filent oriſons employ'd. 

The Youth, his cidng ſorrow to aſſuage, 
Home as he hied, the evening ſcene enjoy d: 
For now no cloud obſcures the ſtarry void ; 
The yellow moonlight fleeps on all the hills; 
Nor is the mind with ſtartling ſounds annoy'd, 


A ſoothing murmur the lone region fills 


Of groves, and dying gales, and melancholy rills, 


1 1 


XXIV. 
But he from day to day more anxious grew. 
The voice ſtill ſeem'd to vibrate on his ear. 
Nor durſt he hope the Hermit's tale untrue; | 
For man he ſeem'd to love, and heaven to fear; 
And none ſpeaks falſe, where there is none to hear. 
<« Yet, can man's gentle heart become ſo fell! 
« No more in vain conjecture let me wear 
« My hours away, but ſeek the Hermit's cell; 


« Tis he my doubt can clear, perhaps my care diſpel.” 


XXV. 
At early dawn the Youth his journey took, 
And many a mountain paſs'd, and valley wide, 
Then reach'd the wild; where, in a flowery nook, 
And ſeated on a moſly ſtone, he ſpied 
An antient man: his harp lay him beſide. 


— ot ine eh GOES et ̃ — ooo ere — 


A ſtag ſprang from the paſture at his call, 

And, kneeling, lick'd the wither'd hand, that tied 

A wreathe of woodbine round his antlers tall, 
And hung his lofty neck with many a floweret ſmall. 
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XXVI. 

And now the hoary Sage aroſe, and ſaw 

The wanderer approaching : innocence 
Smiled on his glowing cheek, but modeſt awe 
Depreſs'd his eye, that fear'd to give offence. 
CO Whoart tthou,courteous ſtranger? and from whence * 2 
« Why roam thy ſteps to this abandon'd am» 

« A ſhepherd-boy (the Youth replied), far hence 
“My habitation ; herr my ärtleſs tale; ; 

ce Nor levity nor falſhood ſhall thine ear aſſail. 


XXVII. 

6c Lats as I roam'd intent on Nature's charms, 
«] reach'd at eve this wilderneſs profound ; 
And, leaning where yon oak expands her arms, 
« Heard theſe rude cliffsthine awful voice rebound, 
« (For in thy ſpeech I recogniſe the ſound.) 
« You mourn'd-for ruin'd man, and virtue loſt, 
« * Andſcejn'd to feel of keen remorſe the wound, 

_ « Pondering on former days, by guilt engroſs'd, 
« Or in the giddy ſiorm of diſſipation toſs'd, 


NWS "I 
XXVIII _ 
But ſay, in courtly life an craft be learn'd, 
« Where: knowlege opens, and exalts the ſul 
cc Where Fortune laviſhes her gifts unearn'd, 
<« Can ſelfiſhneſs the liberal heart control? 
ce 15 glory there achiev'd by arts, as gal... 
As thoſe which felons, fiends, and furies plan? 
Spiders enſnare, ſnakes poiſon, tygers prowl; 


« O teach a ſimple, T outh this myſtery to ſcan. 


XXIX. 

Or elſe the lamentable ſtrain diſclaim 
And give me back the calm, contented mind; 
Which, late, exulting, view dz. in Nature's frame, 
 « Goodneſs untainted, wiſdom unconfined, 


Grace, grandeur, and utility combined. 

« Reſtore thoſe tranquil days, that ſaw me ſtill 
Well pleaſed with all, but moſt with human kind; 
«« When fancyroam'd through Nature's works at will. 
« Utcheckd by cold diſtruſt and uninfotm d of ill. 
E 
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| XXX. 
« Woulſt thou (the Sage replied) in peace return 
To the gay dreams of fond romantick youth, 


« Leave me to hide, in this remote ſojourn, 

« From every gentle ear the dreadful truth: 

For if my deſultory ſtrain with ruth | 

And indignation make thine eyes o'erflow, 

© Alas! what comfort could thy anguiſh ſooth, 

« Shouldft thou th extent of human folly know. 
« Be ignorancethy choice, where knowlegeleads to wo. 


XXXI. 
But let untender thoughts afar be driven; 
Nor ventũre to arraign the dread decree : 
_ For know, to man, as candidate for heaven, | 
«© The voice of The Eternal faid, Be free: 
And this divine prerogative to thee 
«© Does virtue, happlads, and heaven convey z 
For virtue is the child of liberty, 
« And happineſs of virtue ; nor can they 
Be free to keep the path who are not free to ſtray. 


* 
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XXXII. 

<« Yet leave me not. I would allay that grief, 
Which elſe might thy young virtue overpower; 
« And in thy converſe I ſhall find relief, 
«© When the dark ſhades of melancholy lower; 
« For ſolitude has many a dreary hour, 
Even when exempt from grief, remorſe, and pain: 
“ Come often then; for, haply, in my bower, 
« Amuſement, knowlege, wiſdom thou may'ſt gain. 


If I one ſoul improve I have not lived in vain.” 


XXXIIL 
And now, at length, to Edwin's ardent gaze 
The Muſe of hiſtory unrolls her page. 
But few, alas! the ſcenes her art diſplays, 
To charm his fancy, or his heart engage. 
Here Chiefs their thirſt of power in blood aſſwage. 
And ſtraight their flames with tenfold fierceneſs burn: 


Here ſmiling Virtue prompts the patriot's rage, 


But lo, erelong, is left alone to mourn, 


And languiſh in the duſt, and claſp th* abandon'd urn. 
E 2 
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XXXIV. 
« Ah, what avails (he ſaid) to trace the ſprings 


« That whirl of empire the ſtupendous wheel! 

«© Ah, what have I to do with conquering kings, 

«. Hands drench'd in blood, and breafts begirt with ſteel 
« To thoſe, whom Nature taught to think and feel, 
Heroes, alas, are things of ſmall concern. 
Could Hiſtory man's ſecret heart reveal, 

% das imports a heaven-born mind to learn, 


Her tranſcripts to explore what boſom would not yearn ! 
% 


XXXV. 

This praiſe, O Cheronean Sage *, is thine. 
„(Why ſhould this praiſe to thee alone belong !) 
« Allelſe from Nature's a path decline, 

<«« Lured by the toys that captivate the throng ; 
C To herd in cabinets and camps, among 

« Spoil, carnage, and the cruel pomp of pride; 
„Or chaunt of heraldry the drowſy ſong, 

« How tyrant blood, o'er many a region wide, 


« Rolls to a thouſand thrones its execrable tide. 


* PLUTARCH, 


BY IS 


XXX VI. 
« O who of man the ſtory will unfold, 
« Ere victory and empire wrought annoy, 
« In that elyſian age (miſnamed of gold) 
« 'The age of love, and innocence, and joy, 


« When all were great and free! man's ſole employ 


To deck the boſom of his parent earth; 


Or toward his bower the murmuring ſtream decoy, 
C To aid the floweret's long- expected birth, 
« And lull the bed of peace, and crown the board of mirth. | 


XXXVII. 

«« Sweet were your ſhades, O ye primeval groves, 
« Whoſe boughs to man his food and ſhelter lent, 
Pure in his pleaſures, happy in his loves, 

His eye ſtill ſmiling, and his heart content. 

« Then, hand in hand, Health, Sport, and Labour went. 
Nature ſupply'd the wiſh ſhe taught to crave. 
None prowl'd for prey, none watch'd tocircumvent. 


Jo all an equal lot heaven's bounty gave: 


N o vaſlal fear'd his lord, no tyrant fear d his ſlave. 
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XXXVIII. 
But ah ! th Hiſtorick Muſe has never dared 


«© Topiercethoſe hallow'd bowers: tis Fancy'sbeam 


« Pour'd on the viſion of th' enraptured Bard, 


„That paints the charms of that delicious theme. 


cc 


ce 


« Then hail ſweet Fancy's ray ! and hail the dream 
« That weans the weary ſoul from guilt and woe 
4 Careleſs what others of my choice may deem, 

« ] long where Love and Fancy lead to go, 


And meditate on heaven; enough of earth I know.” 


XXXIX. 
J cannot blame thy choice (the Sage replied) 
« For ſoft and ſmooth are fancy's flowery ways. 
« And yet even there, if left without a guide, 
«© The young adventurer unſafely plays, 
«« Eyes dazzled long by Fiction's gaudy rays 
In modeſt Truth no light nor beauty find. 
And who, my child, would truſt the meteor- blaze, 


« That ſoon muſt fail, and leave the wanderer blind, 


More dark and helpleſs far, than if it ne'er had 
« ſhined ? 
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XL. 
&« Fancy enervates, while it ſooths, the heart, 
« And, while it dazzles, wounds the mental fight : 
« To joy each heightening charm it can impart, 


But wraps the hour of wo in tenfold night. 

« And often, where no real ills affright, 

<« Its viſionary fiends, an endleſs train, 

« Afil with equal or ſuperior might, 

And through the throbbing heart, and dizzy brain, 
« And ſhivering nerves,ſhoot tings ofmore than mortal 


(pan. 


XLI. 

« And yet, alas, the real ills of life 

« Claim the full vigour of a mind prepared, 

« Prepared for patient, long, laborious ſtrife, 

Its guide Experience, nd Truth its guard. 

« We fare on earth as other men have fared : 

« Were they ſucceſsful ? Let not us deſpair. 

Was diſappointment oft their ſole reward ? 

Vet ſhall their tale inſtruct, if it declare, ¶ bear: 
Hou they have born the load ourſelvesare doom'd to 


1 
XLII. 
cc What charms tht Hiſtorick Muſe adorn, fromſpoils, 


And blood, and tyrants, when ſhe wings her flight, 
To hail the patriot Prince, whoſe pious toils 

<« Sacred to ſcience, liberty and right, 

And peace, through every age divinely bright 

« Shall ſhine the boaſt and wonder of mankind ! 
« Sees yonder ſun, from his meridian height, 

A lovelier ſcene, than Virtue thus inſhrined 


$ In power,and man with man for mutual aid combined? 


XLIII. 

6 Hail ſacred Polity, by Freedom rear d 

10 Hail ſacred Freedom, when by Law reftrain'd ! 
« Without yau what were man ? A groveling herd 
<« In darkneſs, wretchedneſs, and want enchain'd. 
e Sublimed by you, the Greek and Roman reign'd 
* In-arts unrival'd: O, to lateſt days, 
* In Albion may your influence unprofaned 

à To godlike worth the generous boſom raiſe, 
« And prompt the Sage'slore, and fire the poet's Jays. 


l 
XLIV. 
—* But now let other themes our*care engage. 

« For lo, with modeſt yet aijeftick grace, 

« To curb Imagination's lawleſs rage, 

« And from within the cheriſh'd heart to brace, 

« Philoſophy appears. The gloomy race 

« By Indolence and moping fancy bred, 

« Fear, Diſcontent, Solicitude give place, 

« And Hope and Courage brighten in their ſtead, 
« While on the kindling foul her vital beams are ſhed. 


XLV. 
Then Wan from long lethargy to life * 


<« The ſeeds of happineſs, and powers of thought; 


« Then jarring appetites forego their ftrife, 
A ſtrife by ignorance to madneſs wrought. | 
% Pleaſure by ſavage man is dearly bought | 
« With fell revenge, luſt that defies controul, | 
« With gluttony and death. The mind untaught | 
« Is a dark waſte, where fiends and tempeſts howl; 


« As Phebus to the world, is Science to the ſoul. 


»The influence of the Philoſophick Spirit—in humanizing the mind, and 
preparing it for intellectual exertion and delicate pleaſure ;j—in exploring, by 
the help of geometry, the ſyſtem of the univerſe ;z——in baniſſüng ſuperſtition z | 
— in promoting navigation, agriculture, medicine, ns moral and political ſci- 
ence ;—from Stanza XLY, to Stanza LV. 


1 58] 
XL VI. 


« And reaſoh now through Number, Time and 
Parts the keen luſtre of her ſerious eye, [Space, 
« Andlearns,from facts compared, the laws to trace, 
« Whoſe long progreſſion leads to Deity. 

« Can mortal ſtrength preſume to ſoar ſo high 
Can mortal fight, fo oft bedim'd with tears, 

« Such glory bear [for lo, the ſhadows fly 

« From nature's face; Confufion diſappears, 

« And order charms the eyes, and harmony the ears. 


XL VII. 

In the deep windings of the grove, no more 

« The hag obſcene, and grieſſy phantom dwell ; 
« Nor in the fall of mountain- ſtream, or roar 

« Of winds, is heard the angry ſpirit's yell; 

* No wizard mutters the tremendous ſpell, 

« Nor finks convulſive in prophetick ſwoon ; 

« Nor bids the noiſe of drums and trumpets ſwell, 
ꝛc To eaſe of fancied pangs the labouring 3 


« Or chace the ſhade that blots the blazing orb of noon. 


cc 


«$ 
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XLII. 


« Many a long-lingering year, in lonely iſle, 


4 Stun'd with th' eternal turbulence of waves, 


% Lo, with dim eyes, that never learn'd to ſmile, 


« And trembling hands, the famiſh'd native craves 
“ Of heaven his wretched fare: ſhivering in caves, 
« Or ſcorch'd on rocks, he pines from day to day; 
« But Science gives the word; and lo, he braves 
« The ſurge and tempeſt, lighted by her ray, 
And to a happier land wafts merrily away. 


XLIX. 
« And even where Nature loads the teeming plain 
«© With the full pomp of vegetable ſtore, 


« Her bounty, unimproved, is deadly bane : 


« Dark woods and rankling wilds,from ſhore to ſhore 


<« Stretch their enormous gloom; which to explore 


« Even Fancy trembles, in her ſprightlieſt mood; 


6 For there, each eyeball gleams with luſt of gore, 


« Neftles each murderous and each monſtrous brood» 


Plague lurks in every ſhade, and ſteams from every 


« flood. 
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50 1 
L. 

« *T'was from Philoſophy man learn'd to tame 
« The ſoil by plenty to intemperance fed. 
Lo, from the echoing ax, and thundering flame, 
«© Poiſon and plague and yelling rage are fled. 
„ The waters, burſting from their ſlimy bed, 
« Bring health and melody to every vale : 
« And, fromthe breezy main, and mountain's head, 
« Ceres and Flora, to the ſunny dale, 


« To fan their glowing charms, invite the fluttering gale. 


LI. 

« What dire neceſſities on every hand 

« Our art, our ſtrength, our fortitude require ! 

« Of foes inteſtine what a numerous band 

« Apainſt this little throb of life conſpire ! 
„Let Science can elude their fatal ire 

« A while, and turn aſide Death's level d dart, 
Sooth the ſharp pang, allay the fever's fire, 

And brace the nerves once more, and chear the heart, 


And yet a few ſoft nights and balmy days impart. 


CF ad ] 
LIE. 

« Nor leſs to regulate man's moral frame 
« Science exerts her all-compoſing ſway. 
« Flutters thy breaſt with fear, or pants for fame, 
« Or pines — Indolence and Spleen a prey, 
« Or Avarice, a fiend more fierce than they ? 
« Flee to the ſhade of Academus' grove ; 
« Where cares moleſt not, diſcord melts away 
In harmony, and the pure paſſions prove 
How ſweet the words of truth breath'd from the 


lips of Love. 
LIII. Lr 


« What cannot Art and Induſtry perform, 

«© When Science plans the progreſs of their toil ' 
« They ſmile at penury, diſeaſe, and ſtorm; 

« And oceans from their mighty mounds recoil. 
« When tyrants ſcourge, or demagogues embroi! 
« A land, or when the rabble's headlong rage 
Order transforms to anarchy and ſpoil, 

C Deep-verſed in man the philoſophick Sage 

« Prepares with lenient hand their phrenzy to aſſwage. 


= 
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1 62 ] 
LIV. 
« Tis he alone, whoſe comprehenfive mind, 


From ſituation, temper, ſoil, and clime 


* Explored, a nation's various powers can bind 


cc 


« And various orders, in one Form ſublime 0 

« Of polity, that, midſt the wrecks of time, 

« Secure ſhall lift its head on high, nor fear 

« Th' aſſault of foreign or domeſtick crime, 

« While publick faith, and publick love ſincere, 
And Induſtry and Law maintain their ſway ſevere.” 


LV. 


Enraptured by the Hermit's ſtrain, the Youth 


Proceeds the path of Science to explore. 
And —_ expanding to the beams of Truth, 
New energies, and charms unknown before, 
His mind diſcloſes: Fancy now no more 
Wantons on fickle pinion through the ſkies; 


But, fix'd in aim, and conſcious of her power, 


Sublime from cauſe to cauſe exults to riſe, 


Creation's blended ftores arranging as ſhe flies. 


* 
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LVI. 
Nor love of novelty alone inſpires, 
Their laws and nice dependencies to ſcan; 
For, mindful of the aids that life requires, 
And of the ſervices man owes to man, 


He meditates new arts on Nature's plan; 


The cold deſponding breaſt of Sloth to warm, 
The flame of Induſtry and Genius fan, 
And Emulation's noble rage alarm, 


And the long hours of Toil and Solitude to charm. 


LVII. 
þ But She, who ſet on fire his infant heart, 
And all his dreams, and all his wanderings ſhared 


And bleſs'd, the Muſe, and her celeſtial art, 


Still claim th* Enthuſiaſt's fond and firſt regard, 
From Nature's beauties variouſly compared 

And variouſly combined, he learns to frame 
Thoſe forms of bright perfection, which the Bard, 
While boundleſs hopes and bountdieh views inflame, 


Enamour'd conſecrates to never-dying fame. 
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LVII. 


Of late, with cumberſome though pompous ſliow 
Edwin would oft his flowery a0 deface, 
Through ardour to adorn; but Nature now 

To his experienced eye a modeſt grace 
Preſents, where Octet the ſecond place 
Holds,” to intrinfick worth and juſt deſign 
Subſervient ſtill. Simplicity apace 

Tempers his rage: he owns her charm divine, 
And clears tir ambiguous phraſe, and lops th'unwieldy 


[line. 
LIX. 


8 Fain would I ſing (much yet unſung remains) 
What ſweet delirium o'er his boſom ftole, 
When the great Shepherd of the Mantuan plains * 
His deep majeſtick melody gan roll: 
Fain would I fing, what tranſport ſtorm'd his ſoul, 
How the red current throb'd his veins along, 
When, like Pelides, bold beyond controul, 
_ Gracefully terrible, ſublimely ſtrong, long. 
Homer raiſed high to heaven the loud, th impetuous 


* VII II. 


* 
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LX. 
And how his lyre, though rude her firſt eflays; 
| Now ſkill'd to ſooth, to triumph, to complain, 
Warbling at will through each harmonious maze, 
Was taught to modulate the artful train; 
| 1 fain would fing :—but ah ! I ſtrive in vain, 


Sighs from a breaking heart my voice confound, — 
With trembling itep, to join yon weeping train, 
I haſte, where gleams funereal glare around, 
And, mix'd with ſhrieks of. woe, the knells of death 
ſreſound. 


\ 


* 


LXI. 
Adieu, ye lays, that fancy's flowers adorn, 


h The ſoft amuſement of the vacant mind 

He ſleeps in duſt, and all the Muſes mourn, 
He, whom each Virtue fired; each Grace refined, 
Friend, teacher, pattern, darling of mankind !* — 


He ſleeps in duſt —Ah, how ſhould I purſue 


My theme ! To heart-conſuming grief reſign'd 
Here on his recent grave I fix my view, 


And pour my bitter tears. Ve flowery lays, adieu! 


„This excellent Perſon died fuddenly, on the roth of February, 1773. 
The concluſion of the poem was written a few days after, 


F 


** 


66 ] es a 
LXII. 


Art thou, my G*****#*#, for ever fled! )! 


And am I left to unavailing woe | 

When fortune's ſtorms aſſail this weary head, 
Where cares long fince have ſhed untimely ſnow, 
Ah, now for comfort whither ſhall I go! 

8 No more thy ſoothing voice my anguiſh chears : 
Thy placid eyes with ſmiles no longer glow, 
My hopes to cheriſh, and allay my fears,— 

*Tis meet that I ſhould mourn :—flow forth afreſh my 


tears. 
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